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Chapter 1 
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In 1862, Calvin Jessup, a thirteen year old boy, became a victim of the Civil War. His entire family had perished. His father and mother, including his eight year old sister, fell victims to the Union soldiers, who raided and plundered their small Missouri farm. The whole family had all been brutally slain. Calvin Jessup was the only member of the household to have survived the ordeal; he was hidden away in a root cellar and managed to remain undiscovered. After the Union soldiers were gone, some of the neighbors found him, and since he was the lone survivor now without any family and was under age, he was placed in an orphanage in Joplin, Missouri for the remainder of the war. 

When Cal reached the age of sixteen, he and two other boys from the orphanage, Tommy Raynes who was sixteen at the time, and Billy Coates age seventeen, ran away from the orphanage. After several days wandering the streets of Joplin, they happened upon a wagon train that was headed west and all three boys sneaked on board. The wagon train had been under way for nearly a full day, when some of the adults discovered the three boys hiding in one of the wagons. After a harsh reprimand from the wagon master and some of the other adults, they were finally permitted to stay with the wagon train. The wagon master put them to work immediately, doing various chores along the way to earn their keep. 

It took several long arduous months of travel, before the wagon train, or at least what remained of it arrived in Nevada. The long trip however, had benefited the young lads, by teaching the three of them many life lessons and skills along the way. In addition, they had all turned a year older as well. By the age of seventeen, Cal had learned to ride a horse, rope, work livestock and even more importantly to shoot and defend himself against the likes of hostile Indians, or older men who might try to take advantage of him at his young age. Cal had grown bigger and considerably stronger and more importantly, he had become more-quick witted, learning many life lessons quickly and learned them well. 

When they reached Nevada, the wagon train split up, with some wagons going on to California, Arizona and New Mexico to start a new and hopefully more prosperous life for themselves. Since Cal was young and eager, he easily found work as a wrangler on different Nevada ranches working cattle and sometimes herding sheep as well. His two friends had eventually gone their own separate way. The coming days were long and hard work prevailed, but Cal Jessup was a survivor and had learned to manage very well on his own. At times he got into his share of trouble and brawls from being around so many different types of men. His muscles grew lean and hard, as well as his fists, and he knew how to use them well when he was forced to do so. 

One day, after the men had all drawn their monthly pay, a bunch of them encouraged Cal to ride along with them into town. They were eager to head for the saloons to take part in drinking and gambling and mostly, find some female companionship. Well to hell with that. What they wanted was sex, and lots of it, and those saloon whores could easily satisfy a lonely man’s desires. This was certainly new territory for Cal, but while he didn’t know anything else, except to follow in the footsteps of the men he associated with. So it was, before the tender age of eighteen, he had lost his virginity and could drink and hold his liquor as well as any man. The town they all frequented was Virginia City. It was a town brimming full of saloons, gambling houses and sleazy brothels. 

In 1875, disaster unexpectedly struct. A raging fire all but destroyed much of the city. Cal could hardly believe the chain of events that was unfolding before his very eyes. He wasn’t about to be deterred, however. He told his boss, Ed Johnson, at the Bar J Bar Ranch where he was currently working, that he’d decided it was time to move on. So it was, on a windy, chilly morning, the last day of October in 1875, Cal Jessup packed up his meager belongings, including his newly acquired Winchester .44-40 rifle, saddled his beloved horse, who he had named Domino, and the two of them headed out for Arizona territory. 

It was a grueling ride that would take them nearly a month to complete, which meant traveling through difficult terrain under a variety of diverse weather conditions. Luckily for Cal, Indian dangers were non-existent in the area. A few skirmishes remained, as the army rounded up and relocated the last of the Apache Indians to the San Carlos Reservation in south eastern Arizona. 

Cal’s long, arduous journey to Arizona finally came to an end, when he happened upon a combination stage stop and boarding house in a settlement called Camp Verde. The owner happened to be a merchant, who sold goods to the military and its personnel stationed at Fort Verde. The stage stop provided stagecoach service and lodging to travelers, as well as mail service between Winslow and the Cienega Station. Cal got a room at the boarding house to rest his weary bones after sleeping so many nights out on the trail in a bedroll. It was nice having a bed to sleep in for a change and homecooked meals were surely a god-send to the young man. He planned on seeking gainful employment in a few days, after he’d had time to unwind and feel well-rested. 

One of the first people he met after arriving in Camp Verde, was William ‘Boss’ Head, who happened to be the owner of the combination stage stop and boarding house. Amazingly, the two men hit it off immediately. Boss, as the man was nicknamed, admired young Cal for his sense of adventure and the fact that he was young and had traveled all the way from Virginia City, Nevada on his own. Cal found himself doing odd jobs for Boss around the stage stop, tending to the horses, cutting firewood, mending harnesses and the like. Cal didn’t care, so long as it provided him an income, meager as it was, along with a place to stay and get his meals. 

He met a lot of people coming and going, too, those coming from and going on the overland stage with the mail carriers, and even met a few unsavory characters from time to time as well. He met some gunslingers with their gun belts riding low on their hips and tied down to facilitate a faster draw. Cal learned to become very proficient at quick draw as well, with his Colt .45 strapped low on his hip to mimic the gunslingers he stumbled upon. When he wasn’t working, he would hang out with his horse, Domino, and saddle up to go riding out in the back country, where he had the privacy to hone his shooting skills. 

While traveling around the surrounding area, Cal soon discovered the town of Prescott, Arizona, which was some forty miles to the east of Camp Verde. Like Virginia City, Prescott had its share of saloons along whiskey row, as well as bordellos and gambling establishments. A man could find all the entertainment he needed in this wild and rowdy town, whether it was drinking, women or a little of both. 

On a hot sunny day in June, Cal and Boss Head decided to take a trip by stagecoach over to Prescott. Boss had some business to attend to, so he told Cal he could entertain himself for a few hours in whatever fashion he chose to enjoy. He decided to do just that, exploring the many shops and businesses along Gurley Street. On the trip back to Camp Verde, Cal and Boss were joined in the coach by two other passengers in Prescott. One was an elderly man and the other was a young woman. They, too, were headed to Camp Verde. They were all engaged in the midst of conversation when suddenly, out of nowhere, the stage came under attack by four armed bandits. The masked men chased the stage for nearly a mile on horseback and were firing at the fleeing stage with wild abandon. The shotgun guard atop the stage tried to fire back at the masked men without much success. 

The stagecoach driver finally gave up trying to out run the masked men and reined the team of horses to a sudden stop. As the masked men approached the stopped stagecoach, Cal swung into action. He pulled his Colt .45 and took aim out the window as the men rode up alongside. With his first shot, he felled one of the men. Then quickly ,with gun in hand, he sprang lithely from the stage and shot a second man out of his saddle. This unexpected retaliation from Cal had certainly taken the would-be holdup men by complete surprise. 

The remaining two bandits wheeled their horses around and began firing in Cal’s direction, as he fearlessly dashed toward them. Within a matter of seconds, he took down the two remaining bandits. Needless to say, Boss and the other two passengers were totally astonished by his display of courage, not to mention his prowess with a six-gun. The driver stepped down out of the box, as did the shotgun guard. One by one, they checked the fallen bandits’ vital signs and removed their masks. The men were all dead. The driver checked each man for any identification, but none was found. There was little they could do but leave the dead bodies right where they lay. 

The stagecoach driver came over and slapped Cal on the back. “That was some mighty good shootin’ if ever I saw it,” as he thanked Cal for having saved all their lives.  

The shotgun guard expressed his same sentiments. All Boss could do was just shake his head in total disbelief. The young lady traveler was so thankful to Cal that she embraced him warmly. This made the young man blush. She was, by all appearances, about or close to his same age. She was a rather stunning blonde, blue eyed lady. Cal wondered if she might be a prostitute, but in no way was she dressed in that manner, and he had been around and seen enough of them. 

The driver said they were only about six miles away from the Camp Verde stage stop. Boss told the driver he would have some of his men come back out and collect the remains. With that said, the driver helped the lady, who had told them her name was Jennifer Scott, back up into the coach. When everyone was settled back inside the coach, the driver cracked his whip and they were back on their way. Boss finally looked over at the older man, and to all their surprise, he appeared to have slept through the whole ordeal. The passengers remained silent for the remainder of the trip, each lost in his or her own thoughts. Especially Cal, who had taken the lives of four dreadful men on that hot sunny summer day. 

When the stagecoach arrived back at the stage stop in Camp Verde, the place was abuzz with the retelling of the afternoon events to those who hadn’t been party to it all. Boss summoned two of his male employees to take a buckboard out and collect the dead bodies, explaining about where to find them. Cal volunteered to ride along with them and show the men exactly where the calamity had unfolded. He, of course, rode his own horse, Domino, and led the men to the exact location. When they returned back to Camp Verde, he hoped to see the young lady once again, but she had taken a room for the night ln the boarding house and was nowhere in sight. 

By now, Cal was somewhat of a celebrity at the stage stop. People couldn’t seem to get enough of the story and hearing it retold to them. When Boss’ men had returned with the bodies, they turned them over to the military, who were stationed at Camp Verde, for further identification and burial. Cal was questioned about the events leading up to the unfortunate demise of the four highway men. The Army didn’t charge him for his actions, but rather offered him thanks for protecting the lives of the other stagecoach occupants. 

During supper time that night in the boarding house, the story was retold yet again. Cal didn’t mind this time, however, because now he was seated next to the attractive young lady. Seated on the other side of her was the older man who had been on the stagecoach with her. As it turned out, the man in her company was actually her father. He was retired Judge Leonard A. Scott. The man seemed to suffer from respiratory problems, but otherwise, he looked to be in pretty good shape for a man being retired. His white hair gave him the appearance of being older than he probably was. Cal guessed him to be in his mid-to-late fifties. 

As soon as supper ended, Cal invited Jennifer Scott to accompany him on a walk around the grounds surrounding the stage stop. The two of them shared some intimate details about their lives. She told him she was twenty-five as they leisurely strolled along. Cal was afraid she might look down on him as a person, having taken those men’s lives as he had, but quite the contrary. She expressed again how grateful she was that he had taken the actions he did, and in doing so, undoubtedly saved all their lives. She told him having a judge for a father had exposed her to more than a few stories about men and the nefarious things they did. She said she wasn’t opposed to killing, when it was deemed necessary to spare others from physical harm or even death.” 

When they got back to the boarding house, they found her father in the parlor visiting with Boss and some other men. Oddly enough, the judge was enjoying a big stogie. It was odd, Cal thought, for a man suffering from respiratory problems.  

The judge must have read his thoughts for he spoke up, saying, “This cigar is one of the few pleasures I have left on this earth at my age. That is, along with the company of my daughter, Jennifer, here.” Cal saw his daughter smile back at him adoringly, as the judge forced a labored wheeze out of his lungs. 

He told Cal he was a natural with that six gun of his. That surprised Cal, here he thought the old man had slept through the whole incident, but apparently not. The judge said, “Cal should put that shooting ability of his to good use and maybe become a lawman. And in that regard, he could go on saving more innocent lives, on the side of law and order.” He told Cal he should come and see him in Wickenburg and he would see to it that Cal had a promising future in law enforcement, if he were so inclined.  

Cal said, “I have been trying to decide exactly where my life was going and what my future should be. Maybe I’ll consider you offer.” But Cal also had an underlying motive, too. It could mean him being able to see Jennifer Scott again. He was rather taken with her since the moment he had first laid eyes on her. 

Jennifer just sat there near him with a big smile gracing her lovely face. The judge blew out a big puff of smoke and wheezed some more. Cal watched her, not wanting to be to conspicuous.  

By the time Cal awoke the next morning, the stagecoach bound for Wickenburg, Arizona had already departed. He hadn’t gotten to see Jennifer or her father off. There was, however, a page of stationary pushed under his door. It was a handwritten note from Jennifer. It said simply, she hoped to see him again in the near future and it contained a crudely drawn map giving directions to her and her father’s ranch, just a few miles southwest of the town of Wickenburg, Arizona. The note was simply signed; Regards: Jennifer. 

Cal was a bit let down not having seen her before she left, but he was encouraged by the note she left him. He folded the note neatly and placed it in his saddlebags. He would see her again, he’d already made up his mind. People at the boarding house familiar with the Wickenburg area told him it was much warmer there than it was in Camp Verde, but he didn’t let that deter him one bit. After a couple of more paychecks from Boss Head, he’d have enough money saved up for him and Domino to make the trip to Wickenburg. He just hoped the judge hadn’t been pulling his leg and that he would find suitable work in Wickenburg. If not in law enforcement of some kind, then at least find ranch work. 

The month of June came and went, he was scrimping and saving everything he earned. He even avoided the urge to go into Prescott for some entertainment, as the men called it. The other fellas at the stage stop didn’t understand why he wouldn’t go with them, but they didn’t need to know. Cal thought it was his business and he had to do things the way he saw best. He spent his days, and a few nights as well, dwelling on seeing Jennifer Scott again. 

When the month of August rolled around, he told his boss, William Head, that he would be leaving his employ the following week. Boss wished him well and even rewarded him with a small bonus for doing such good work for him these past few months. Cal was getting excited to be moving on. The last night at the boarding house, he got into a poker game with a handful of men and, to his good fortune, he faired pretty well and won some additional money, which pleased him immensely. 

Bright and early the following morning, he saddled up Domino, loaded up his few belongings and said his goodbyes to Boss and the others and headed south west toward Wickenburg, Arizona. It would be about a three day ride on horseback. Hopefully only two nights he’d have to spend sleeping under the Arizona stars. Cal was anxious, but not pressed for time. He made his way leisurely along, not wanting to put any undue strain on Domino. Some of the terrain was tough to navigate, but he persevered none-the-less. A few cattle ranches dotted the landscape as he passed on by. That reassured him that, if worse came to worse, at least he could find suitable work wrangling. 

The third day out, Cal was mighty close to his destination now. He had just passed through a little valley and had stopped next to a small creek to water Domino and stretch and relax for a few minutes, when he suddenly came under fire from someone up ahead on a high ridge. Cal quickly dismounted and took cover behind some fallen trees. He scanned the area ahead, but saw no one. Still he waited. Then, after a few minutes, he saw several riders approaching. It appeared to be four or five men. Still, he waited. He was clearly outgunned, of that Cal was certain. The men finally rode up on horseback. There were only four of them, but still too many to fight off being out in the open as he was. 

One man called out to him finally. “Who the heck are ya’ and what’re you doin’ on our range?” The man was clearly in charge.  

“I’m Cal Jessup and I’m just passing through. I mean no trouble or offense to any of you fellas.”  

“Where ya’ from?” the one in charge asked in a gruff voice.  

“Came down from Camp Verde a couple days ago,” Cal answered.  

“What’s yer’ business being here?” another man in the group blurted out. 

“I’m looking for someone’s ranch,” Cal replied.  

“And just who might that be, if ya don’t mind me askin’?” the first man said.  

“I’m looking for Judge Leonard Scott’s place, he has to live here nearby,” Cal told him.”  

“So, yer Cal, that fearless gunslinger from Camp Verde. We heard of ya.’”  

“No, sorry to disappoint you fella’s, but yes I’m Cal Jessup. I told ya’s that right up front, but I’m sure as hell no gunslinger.”  

“Well, that ain’t the way we heard it from the judge. He said you gunned down four men, same as us four sittin’ here, not more than a month or so ago. That’s gotta be you then,” the man in charge insisted. Cal nodded and tipped his hat to the four men. 

One by one they rode up alongside Cal and shook his hand.  

“Yer in the right place, mister. We work for the judge. His house is just a might over that yonder ridge, ya see, just ahead of ya.”  

Now, what had moments ago been four gruff, troublesome-sounding men were all smiles and treating Cal like he was some long-lost friend. The four men wheeled their horses around.  

“Ya can follow us. I’m sure the judge will be right glad to see ya.”  

Then, without further ado, the four spurred their horses and headed off in a cloud of dust, with Cal trying his best to keep track of them as they headed up and over a small ridge. 

Once they topped the ridge, they all reined to an abrupt halt. Cal rode up alongside of them.  

“There’s the judges place down there in that little clearing,” the man in charge said. “By the way, I’m Monte Blake, the judge’s ranch foreman. And he’s Smiley Burch. And those two other knuckle heads are Sid Long and Herb Gunther. We’re mighty glad to make yer acquaintance, Cal.” Then the four gave a wave and swiftly rode off. 

Cal just sat there motionless for a few moments, not knowing exactly what to make of his encounter with Judge Scott’s ranch hands. Cal pulled his canteen and took a few swigs of water; his mouth was feeling a bit dry after all of that conversation. But they did all seem to be nice fellas. ‘Boy, do they ever have me pegged all wrong though. Me, a gunfighter no less,’ he chuckled. Then he slowly made his way down the slope to the judge’s house. He wondered if Jennifer lived there with him as well. He sure hoped so. Cal reined Domino to a halt in front of the expansive porch that ran the length of the sizeable ranch house. He dismounted and tied Domino at the hitch rail. 
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Chapter 2 
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Cal stepped onto the porch and walked up to the double front doors. Just as he reached up to knock, the door suddenly opened and their stood Jennifer. Cal couldn’t believe the sight of her. She was dressed in a pair of form-fitting beige trousers, she had on an aqua colored silk shirt tucked into the smallest waist, he had ever seen. The silk shirt revealed, she had an exceptionally nice bosom. ‘Why hadn’t I noticed all this at the boarding house before?’ he thought. Pure and simple, she had been wearing a dress then, he remembered.  

She said, “Are you just going to stand there and gawk at me, or are you going to come in and see my father?” 

She reached out and took Cal by the hand as they walked into one of the nicest rooms he had ever seen. It was richly furnished with a piano sitting in one corner. His eyes took it all in. Just then her father, Judge Scott, entered the room. He was dressed much like Cal had seen him back at the boarding house. He had on a pair of pants and coat and his shirt was open at the collar. Still, he looked very stately to Cal, just as you might expect a judge or someone of his stature to look. The judge greeted him warmly, shaking Cal’s hand and directing him to take a seat on a plush upholstered divan. Cal sat, and to his surprise, Jennifer took a seat next to him.  

“Would you like something to drink, or coffee perhaps?” the judge asked. 

Cal was a bit embarrassed by his own appearance after being on the trail for three days. He quickly apologized, but the judge just brushed him off. “Completely understandable,” the judge said. “Have some coffee first and then we’ll allow you some time to get cleaned up a bit before supper.”  

Jennifer disappeared momentarily. Then she reappeared with a silver tray holding two cups of hot coffee and a cup of tea. “Cream?” she asked.  

Cal shook his head, “No, I drink it black.” She just smiled and sat down. 

“Did you encounter anyone or have any trouble on the trail?” the judge asked.  

“Only after I got to your place. I was met by four men, your men apparently.”  

“Oh, that would have been Monte and the boys. They gave you no trouble? I trust you didn’t shoot all of them,” he said with a chuckle.  

“No, judge, they were quite nice and showed me right to your door.  

“Well good, I’m glad to hear that. And please, feel free to call me Leonard. ‘Judge’ was back in my working days and those are long gone, I’m sorry to say.”  

“Oh, father, you still work and you know it,” Jennifer piped up before taking time out for a sip of her tea. 

“Well, son, we’re sure glad you’re finally here, but I bet your tired of hearing my blather and I’m sure you would like to get cleaned up a bit.”  

Cal nodded politely. “Yes I would, sir,” he said.  

“Good. Well, for the time being, we’d like to have you stay here as our guest. We have plenty of room, as you can probably see.” Again, Cal nodded. “Jennifer can show you to your room and where the bath is. I’m afraid I must attend to some business, so I’ll leave you in Jennifer’s capable hands.”  

Cal must have blushed at hearing the judge’s comment. Jennifer shook her head and slapped him playfully on the arm. Then she had him follow her down the hallway to what would be his room. It, too, was very nicely decorated. A big four poster bed sat in the center on one wall and a mahogany chest and matching wardrobe closet sat on the other wall. 

Jennifer left Cal, then quickly returned with a couple plush bath towels and a bar of soap. Cal excused himself to go out to the hitch rail and get his saddle bags. While he was outside getting his saddle bags, Monte came by and told him he’d attend to Cal’s horse, Domino, and see he was fed and watered. Cal thanked him for that. Monte just nodded and Cal returned to the house. Once he was back inside, he saw Jennifer coming out of a room just down the hall from his. 

When she approached him, she had a sly grin on her face. He immediately noticed that the two top buttons on her silk blouse had somehow managed to come undone. He could see the swell of her lovely bosom peeking out at him. He wondered if Monte was afforded that same pleasure. They all seemed to be close to the same age, though Monte might have had a couple of years on Cal. He couldn’t be sure, but he kind of doubted it. 

Jennifer directed him to where the bath was located. The room separated the two bedrooms. Cal thanked her for her assistance. She must have also noticed that his eyes dropping to her chest once again. She just gave him an appreciating smile and walked on down the hall. He went into the bath and quickly discovered the porcelain claw foot tub had already been filled with tepid bath water. He quickly undressed and slipped into the refreshing water. After a nice long soak and scrub, he emerged from the bath, lathered up his face and got a clean shave. 

Afterward, he was so relaxed he could have easily taken a nice nap, but he pushed that thought aside for now. He pulled his shirts out of his saddle bags. Wrinkled as they were, he decided to hang one up for now. When he opened the wardrobe, to his astonishment, there were two new shirts hanging in the wardrobe. Even more surprising, they were even his size. Cal just couldn’t imagine how she could have known his size, let alone known if he’d ever come to their place to even make use of them. He was completely in awe of the situation. He put on one of the new shirts. It did look rather nice on him. It was blue, to match her eyes. Just then, the spell was broken when he heard a light tapping on his door. He opened it to find Jennifer standing there with a glowing smile on her face.  

“Hey, nice shirt, cowboy,” she said, brushing her hand lightly down the front of it. “Supper will be ready in a short while. Would you like to join me for a glass of wine before we eat,” she asked him.  

Cal wasn’t really a wine drinker, but how could he possibly refuse this beautiful woman? He followed her into the dining room and wondered all the while where the judge was and if he’d be having supper with them. They both sat at a large mahogany table surrounded by eight chairs. ‘This house was amazing,’ he thought. Just looking at it, let alone living here, if even just for the short while that he’d be their guest. The wine was delicious. ‘I might even grow to like it as well,’ he thought.  

“I’m afraid I’m going to have to abandon you for a few moments while I get changed into something for supper,” she told him. He just gazed at her, wondering if that was really necessary. 

When she returned, she had changed back into a dress very similar to what she’d worn when he first met her on the stagecoach. Only, this dress was a little more revealing, not that he was surprised. The neckline was subtly revealing without being to overly daring. He liked it, she could tell. He was about to comment on how lovely she looked when in walked the judge. It appeared that the judge might have been napping, his white hair was a bit askew, as was his clothing.  

“Oh, Father, you’re simply a mess,” she told him, trying her best to smooth down some loose strands of his white hair. “Come, let’s go to the dining room,” she gestured to both men. “I hope you’re hungry,” she said.  

“I need a brandy,” the judge replied.  

Then, for the first time, Cal saw their cook and housekeeper. She was placing food out on the dining room table. Jennifer introduced her to Cal. Her name was Maria Escobar. She was short with a rounded figure and an infectious smile. The supper she served was delicious; chicken and dumplings, roasted corn, potatoes, and a salad and after supper. She served tapioca pudding and coffee for the men and tea for Jennifer. Cal was stuffed. He couldn’t remember having eaten anything that good in a good long while. He thanked Maria and complemented her on the meal. 

Cal joined the judge in his study for a brandy and cigars afterward. Of course, Cal didn’t smoke, but he sat with the judge and conversed with him while the judge enjoyed his cigar. The judge asked Cal to give him a little of his background. Cal started with his having grown up as an orphan, in an orphanage, in his early years. The judge sat and listened intently. Then it was his turn. The judge told Cal about his years on the bench as a territorial judge, first serving in Dodge City, Kansas. Then he moved to Prescott, Arizona, with his young daughter, who would have been about ten years old at the time, after having lost his wife to an illness. 

At the end of their conversation, Cal could see Judge Scott’s eyes beginning to droop. The brandy had, no doubt, made him a little drowsy. When Jennifer entered the parlor, the judge excused himself, saying, “I guess you two have plenty to talk about. I think I’ll be going to bed. We’ll see you at breakfast in the morning, young fella.” He shook Cal’s hand and then headed off down the hallway to his bedroom.  

Cal looked at Jennifer and chuckled. “He’s quite a character, your father,” he said.  

“Yes, he is. He’s led a remarkable life and is still going strong. Well, except for his drinking habits making him sleepy, but then he’s used to turning in a little early.” Then they both shared a laugh. 

Jennifer sat down on the divan and patted the seat next to her. Cal got up from his chair and joined her on the divan.  

“I’m not keeping you up, I hope?” he chimed in.  

“No, not at all,” she replied, batting her lovely sapphire blue eyes at him.  

He thought, she was terribly attractive. Then the two of them got better acquainted, talking to one another over the next couple of hours.  

She finally gave him a nice warm hug and said, “We should probably go to bed, too. Morning will be here before we know it.”  

As much as Cal hated their parting, he knew she was right, so the two finally headed off to bed. 

Morning did come quickly. Cal awoke more rested than he’d felt in a long time. But aside from that, his first thoughts were of Jennifer. He was pretty taken with her, and last night only bolstered his interest that much more. He got dressed and headed for the bath. As he reached for the door, it suddenly opened. To his surprise, Jennifer was just coming out, dressed in a light blue silk robe tied with a wide sash at the waist. Again, he was amazed at how tiny her waist was. After they exchanged a friendly good morning greeting, she stepped aside and allowed him to enter the bath.  

“Don’t dally too long,” she said. “Maria will have breakfast and coffee ready when you get to the dining room.”  

Cal just smiled very appreciatingly at her. “I’ll be there in a few moments,” he told her. 

Then in a flash, she was gone. Cal quickly washed up, then headed for the dining room. As he entered the dining room, he saw Jennifer sitting at the table, her father sat across the table from her, pouring some cream into his cup of steaming coffee. They both looked up as they heard Cal enter.  

“Well, good morning, son. Hope you had a restful night’s sleep and my daughter here didn’t keep you up too long. She’s something of a night owl herself,” he chuckled.  

“No sir, we had a very enjoyable bit of conversation last night.”  

Jennifer gave him a gleaming smile, nodding her head in response to his comments to her father. 

“I thought, if you didn’t have other plans, I’d take you out and show you some of the ranch after breakfast and we can talk more about where you would like to go from here,” the judge said.  

“That would suit me just fine, sir.”  

Maria promptly served breakfast to the three of them; eggs, ham, hash browns, toast, a half grapefruit, orange juice and coffee. ‘A meal truly fit for a king,’ Cal thought. They enjoyed some small talk as they ate their breakfast. Cal was beginning to like the judge more and more the better he got to know him. They were terrific hosts, to say the least. 

After breakfast, the judge summoned one of his men. It was one of the men Cal had met the day before. Smiley Burch, Cal remembered his name. He promptly brought a horse for the judge and Domino for Cal, already saddled, and brought them around to the front porch. Then the two men mounted up and gave Jennifer a quick wave of the hand as they headed out. 

Cal and the judge rode for about a mile, then reined their horses atop a high butte. Cal gazed out over the vast landscape dotted with cattle.  

“This will give you a pretty good idea of the size of my ranch,” the judge gestured with his hand, sweeping his arms out to accentuate the area. “You’re looking at about twenty-five thousand acres, and a sizeable portion of that is in hay as well,” the judge told him with a look of satisfaction on his face. “It belongs to me now, but one day, not too far off, it’ll all be my daughter’s.”  

Cal was in awe of the sheer enormity of the ranch. “I have forty men on my payroll. They take good care of my ranch and I take good care of them.”  

Cal was speechless. 

They spent another hour riding with the judge showing him the barns and bunk house and other facilities on the ranch. “If you had your bath last night, you had to notice the water wasn’t cold, more tepid. The water is heated by a big storage tank, behind the main house. Then, we pipe the water into the kitchen and the two bath rooms, mine and Jennifer’s. Nice, huh?” the old man chuckled. Cal just shook his head. The judge wasn’t boasting, he was just proud of what he had. 

“If you remember yesterday, I said I had some business to attend to. Well, I did. They’re officially relocating the capitol back to Prescott. That will be good for Arizona and I was fortunate enough to have had a role in making it happen.” He was beaming with pride. “For a time, we thought it might even be Wickenburg, but it wasn’t to be. But no matter, Prescott is just fine,” he said. “Just fine. Well, let’s head back to the house. I need a drink and we got some more to discuss, you and me.” 

Cal and the judge quickly rode back to the ranch and tied their horses at the hitch rail.  

“My boys will take care of the horses for us. Come on inside and let’s get some refreshments. I, for one, am hot and dry.”  

Cal followed the judge back into the main house. He looked around for Jennifer, but he didn’t see her anywhere. He told the judge to excuse him for a moment, he wanted to wash his hands and face before they settled down to business. 

Cal walked down the hallway past his room and entered the bath area so he, too, could wash up. Instead, he walked right in on Jennifer. She had, no doubt, been in the tub and was now standing beside it toweling off. She was so startled by his sudden unannounced entry, she accidentally dropped her towel.  

Cal just stood there, not believing what he was seeing, Jennifer as naked as a jay bird. She had a magnificent body, richly tanned and flawless skin from head to toe and more. Her hair was wrapped in a towel around her head, she had obviously washed her hair. He just stood there for a few moments, taking her all in. She was all woman, head to toe, that was for sure. 

Cal’s face burned. He was probably blushing, truth be known. “Well, excuse me. I’m so sorry,” he uttered.  

“When you’re done being sorry, would you kindly dry my back?” she said, throwing her towel at him.  

Cal was a tough and fearless cowboy, but at this moment, he was weak in the knees. He stumbled over to where she was standing and tried his best to compose himself. Then, he did as she asked and began to dry her back. She just smiled broadly at him, enjoying every single minute of his awkward moment of embarrassment.  

“Were you coming in to wash your hands?” she asked, pointing to a porcelain wash basin along the wall.  

He looked down and nodded. She motioned for him to continue. He quickly washed his hands and blushing face, then turned and quietly exited the bath without speaking or looking further at her. He could hear her chuckling as he walked out. 

When he returned to the parlor, the judge was pouring himself probably a second drink.  

“Did you locate the bath okay?”  

“I did, sir,” Cal replied. If his face flushed again, the judge didn’t make any mention of it.  

“Have a seat. I wanted to talk to you more about something and let me start with a brief story,” the judge said to Cal. “Not being from these parts, you might not be aware of the gold strike we experienced in 1864. As a result, we’ve had a continual influx of prospectors and the like, hoping to strike it rich. And, of course, we also have had equal success, the land being rich in silver and copper ore.” 

The judge paused momentarily to take a swallow of liquor, then continued. “About seven miles from here is the Vulture Mine. It was simply a gold claim back in ’63, with many to follow since.” The judge took another swallow. “As a result, a small community of several hundred miners sprang up almost overnight and the little community became known as Vulture City.” 

Cal sat there with interest, taking in his every word. Then the judge continued.  

“Well, since then, we’ve had a plethora of farmers and ranchers move in as well. The town is growing in leaps and bounds. As you might expect, along with that came the saloons, gambling houses and brothels.” Now the judge’s face took on a bit of distasteful scowl. “That meant that we also got our share of unruly lawless inhabitants as well,” the judge went on. “Up until this time last year, we had a group of tough fellas, called the Arizona Rangers.” As he mentioned the Arizona Rangers, the judge’s eyes brightened into a smile and his tale continued. 

“These Arizona Rangers, about thirty or so of them, I think, kinda ran roughshod over the area and they kept at least some semblance of peace. Since then, due to our cheap legislature and other politicians not wanting to fund them, the group of Rangers disbanded a few months back. Now the Vulture Mine, and more importantly Vulture City, has once again, in the absence of law order, become increasingly lawless. Fights, shootings and the like are once again pretty commonplace,” the judge imparted.  

Cal and the judge sat in silence for a few moments, then the judge cleared his throat and spoke out once again. 

“What I envision is putting someone like yourself,” nodding to Cal, “in Vulture City as their sheriff and even adding a deputy or two, if necessary, to calm things down a bit there and restore some good old law and order again.” The judge wheezed and paused to catch his breath. “Do you think you’d be up to taking on a responsibility like that?”  

Cal didn’t respond immediately. “I know it’s, a tall order, son,” the judge told him.  

“What about one of your own men? Wouldn’t they be just as suited for this undertaking?” Cal asked him.  

“Ah, hell, these men that work for me are all good men, but they’re wranglers, not lawmen. I don’t think any of them can even shoot straight, if need be,” the judge said with a hearty chuckle. 
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“Well, son, think it over. “you don’t have to give me an answer right now. Take a day or two to mull it over and we’ll talk again. I think the job would suite you and I would guarantee you a decent income from it, too. Like I said, you think it over some.”  

Just then, their conversation was interrupted when Jennifer walked into the room carrying a silver tray with cups of hot coffee. “Here, Father. I could hear you choking and gagging clear in the other room. Perhaps some hot coffee will clear your throat,” she told him, setting the tray down on a low mahogany coffee table. She smiled coyly at Cal and he kind of averted her look, and that made her smile an even broader smile. 

“I hope I didn’t interrupt anything important between the two of you?” she asked in a sweet voice.  

The judge just gave her a wistful smile. “We were about finished for now,” he told her. She just gazed back at him, questioningly.  

Cal took a big swallow of coffee and tried to digest some of what the judge had just told him. “Have you ever been to Vulture City?” he asked Jennifer.  

“Sure, many times. It’s just over the next hill, not really that far from us. Why?” she asked.  

“Oh, I was just telling your father I might be thinking about taking up residence there. If I can get a job and a place to stay, that is.” Cal glanced over at the judge, who was smiling and nodding his head. Jennifer just looked at the two of them with a puzzled look on her lovely face. 

“Maybe you’d be kind enough to show me exactly where this Vulture City is later this afternoon? If you have a surrey, that is?” he asked her.  

“Surrey? Sure we do, but I would much prefer to ride my horse,” she chortled. The judge just sat there taking in their conversation and enjoying every minute of it. “Perhaps we could go after we have some lunch Maria is preparing for us,” she replied.  

Cal just nodded his head in complete agreement. “It’s a date then,” he said. Jennifer just looked at him. He hoped that she hadn’t taken any offense to his choice of words. 

Maria really had out done herself setting a very nice lunch table for them. She had prepared chicken sandwiches, baked beans and an apple salad. Cal hoped she hadn’t gone to all that trouble just on his behalf. After eating a hearty lunch, the judge said he felt like taking a short nap. Jennifer just snickered at his remark. She told Cal she wanted to get changed and they could go for that ride, if he was up to it.  

“Sure, I just need to get my hat, too,” then he went to his room. To his surprise, Maria had done his laundry. All his shirts had been nicely laundered and pressed. ‘The judge has an incredible person in Maria’, he thought. 

Jennifer came back dressed much like she had been the other day. She had on those form fitting trousers, only blue this time, and a red plaid shirt. Those same two top buttons on it were undone, just like before, not that he minded one bit. He had on his Stetson and Jennifer noticed he’d also buckled on his gun belt, too. But she didn’t make any comment on it. 

She told him she’d get one of the hands to saddle their horses. Cal waved her off, saying he could saddle them up easily enough. No need bothering the hired help. The judge was missing also, Cal noticed.  

The two of them walked to a small stable directly behind the house. ‘The judge has some mighty fine-looking horses in there,’ he thought. Jennifer got her horse and led it around to where Cal was busy saddling his. In just a few minutes, he’d saddled both horses and the two of them mounted up. Jennifer’s horse was a very nice Appaloosa stallion she called Buckshot. 

They left the ranch and rode in a southwesterly direction toward Vulture City, which was about three miles further on. As he and Jennifer rode into town, he noticed three or four saloons, a couple of bordellos and a couple of hotels. Jennifer took him to a small boarding house.  

“There’s a couple more in town, but I know the owner of this one. It’s a nicer place to stay long term and it even has its own small stables. The boarding house is called Laura Lee’s, which, of course, is the owners name.”  

Cal liked the owner right off and he quickly decided to rent one of her rooms. He told the owner he’d likely be moving in in the next day or two. 

In the short time that Cal and Jennifer explored the town, he witnessed a fist fight right out in the street. There also appeared to be a near gunfight out in front of the Mother Lode Saloon. Cal was nearly tempted to intervene, but thought better of it, so he and Jennifer quickly rode on by. All in all, the town was bigger than Cal had first imagined it might be. Jennifer didn’t know the number of residents. It was a town in constant flux with some coming and others going. It did intrigue him, however. Good people, miners, farmers and ranchers, there were many and they all deserved to have protection from the bad elements bad men that would otherwise have ruled the town, at least from his perspective. 

The late afternoon sun was beginning to bake them both in their saddles and they decided it was time to head on back to the ranch. Cal had gotten a thorough overview of the town as a whole. If Jennifer had any inkling about what her father had discussed with him, she didn’t let on, and he didn’t bother to share what the judge had proposed to him. For all Jennifer knew, he might be going to move for the time being to Vulture City and perhaps work for her father in some capacity. They spurred their horses and made a beeline for the ranch. Once back at the barn, Cal unsaddled the two horses, then walked Jennifer back to the main house. 

“So, I guess you’ll be staying with us tonight and move into Laura’s boarding house tomorrow?” she asked.  

Cal nodded. “That’s my plan,” he told her.  

“Well, I’m a little jealous of Laura now. She’ll be doing all she can, I’m sure, to get your full attention from here on, I guess,” she said with a lascivious chuckle.  

“Oh, I think you needn’t worry about that. She seems like a very nice lady, but she’s just a wee bit too old to suit my taste.” Laura Lee was probably in her forties, he guessed. But she was rather attractive, with long dark hair and a fair complexion and dark brown eyes. She had kept herself in great shape, too. “Is she married? I forgot to ask,” he chuckled.  

“Oh, and you say you’re not interested in her,” Jennifer said, giving Cal one of her coy smiles. Cal just chuckled. 

When the two of them entered the main house, Cal immediately looked for the judge, but didn’t see him around. ‘Probably still enjoying his snap at this hour,’ Cal thought.  

Jennifer poured him a cup of coffee and he took it into the parlor to sit and visit. “So, to answer your question about Laura,” Jennifer said. Cal had nearly forgotten his question already. “Her husband was killed after some men, three I think maybe, broke into their house looking to steal the gold they thought he must have stashed there.”  

“That’s awful. I feel sorry for Laura. They didn’t hurt her, did they?” 

Cal was about to ask another question when Jennifer heard her father’s voice. It seemed to be coming from the front porch. It sounded as though he was arguing with someone. Jennifer and Cal went to the front door. Two men on horseback sat near the hitch rail. Judge Scott stood on the porch facing them. In the last minute or two, the argument had become rather loud and heated. 

Cal opened the front door and stepped out onto the porch. He heard one of the men cursing loudly and saw the man go for his gun. Cal didn’t hesitate. The next instant, he pulled his Colt as the man raised his gun to fire at the judge. Cal’s .45 spewed smoke and flame as the man’s gun flew from his hand. A look of surprise washed over the man’s face as he jerked his head around to look in Cal’s direction. 

The other man was about to reach for his gun to draw as well.  

“If you fellas want to live to see another sunrise, I’d be taking my hand away from that hogleg,” Cal demanded in a loud menacing tone of voice, raising his .45 and pointing it directly at the other man. The man who had lost his gun to Cal’s first shot, stepped out of the saddle to pick it up out of the dirt. “Like I said, mister, touch that gun and it’ll be that last thing you ever do,” he snarled.  

“Come on, Kurt, leave it and let’s git outta here,” the second man said, a hateful scorn etched on his face. “We’ll settle up with you later.” Then they both wheeled their horses around and swiftly headed for the front gate. 

“Are you alright, sir?” Cal asked, as Jennifer raced across the porch and threw her arms around her father.  

He gave his daughter a tight squeeze. “No, I’m just fine,” he wheezed. “Thanks to you, my boy,” he said to Cal with a somewhat shaky voice. Cal shot him a concerned look. The judge came over and grabbed Cal’s hand and shook it firmly. “Let’s step into my office for a moment,” he said looking at Cal, then turned and headed for the front door. 

The two men went back into the house with Jennifer right on their heels. “What was that all about?” Cal wanted to know.  

“Ah, that was Ben Foley. And Kurt Grimes is the one you shot the gun out of his hand. Nice shooting, by the way. They worked for me branding some cows a couple weeks back. I paid them, but they claimed I short changed them. They had ridden out here demanding more money out of me. That was hog wash. If anything, I over paid them. I reckon they’ll be back, looking for the two of us to get even for today,” the judge chortled.  

“Well then, they’ll have to look for me in Vulture City at the sheriff’s office. That is, if your job offer still stands, sir.”  

The judge smiled broadly, reached in his top desk drawer and pulled out a shiny tin star with the word SHERIFF emblazoned across it. He handed it to Cal, then shook his hand. 

“I’ll have to have you sign a couple of forms to keep it all legal and such,” the judge told him. “I’ve already had it approved and signed by the town council and, technically, you’ll be getting paid out of the Wickenburg office. Thirty dollars a month plus board. That is as it stands, at least for now, until we see how all this plays out in Vulture City,” he wheezed.  

Jennifer just stood there with her mouth agape, looking at the two men. Then her face broke into a huge smile and she gave Cal a nice warm hug. 

Cal told the judge that Jennifer had shown him a nice boarding house in Vulture City and he went ahead and rented a room. The judge was pleased to hear Cal had taken the initiative to do so, but he was saddened that Cal’s time with them would be cut shorter than expected.  

Cal said, “I’ll stay here tonight, then move my things first thing in the morning.”  

“Just keep me apprised of all that’s going on in the city and know you’re always welcome to come by and have supper with us anytime.”  

Then Jennifer piped up, saying, “Well, he’d better come by here and not be spending all his time with that widow woman, Laura Lee.” Then she gave a hearty laugh.  

“Oh, brother,” her father said, shaking his head.  

‘Oh, brother was right,’ Cal thought. All he needed now was another woman in his life. But truth be told, he was beginning to feel a closeness to Jennifer Scott. She was quite a woman. 

They ate an early supper that night, the judge said it was in celebration of Cal’s new position. They dined on some nice juicy steaks, baked potato, brown rice and corn on the cob. For dessert, Maria had baked a rhubarb pie.  

“The rhubarb was hand-picked from their garden,” the judge told Cal. The supper was simply delicious and Cal made a real pig of himself, which pleased Jennifer and her father. 

After supper it was a near repeat of the previous evening. The judge retired early, while Jennifer and Cal took a nice long stroll in the moonlight to walk off their supper and pie.  

“I didn’t need to be eating that pie,” she told Cal, “not good for a gal’s figure, you know.”  

“Well, you do have a lovely figure, there’s no denying that,” he told her. She smiled, loving that comment. When they got back to the main house, the house was quiet. Maria and the judge must have gone to their rooms while they were out for a stroll. Jennifer poured Cal some wine and the two of them sat on the veranda and visited until late into to the evening. Finally, Cal retired to his room for the night, but not until Jennifer had given him a quick little goodnight peck on the cheek as they parted. 

Morning came way to early. Cal awoke to the sounds of a rooster crowing somewhere beyond the main house. He reluctantly crawled out of bed, grabbed his shaving gear and a clean shirt, and headed for the bath. This time he paused and knocked at the door to the bath before entering. The room was empty. He filled the tub with warm water, though sparingly, so he wouldn’t use too much. Jennifer would surely come behind him. After his bath and a quick shave, he headed out to the kitchen to the smell of fresh coffee brewing. Maria was already hard at work preparing a nice hearty breakfast. The judge must be sleeping in, there was no sign of him just yet. 

Cal greeted Maria and gave her a bit of a hug. Her dark eyes smiled at him in return. “What’s for breakfast? he asked.  

“I have prepared eggs, ham, biscuits and jam and fresh fruit,” she told him.  

“That sounds great. I can’t imagine being hungry, though, after all you fed us last night at supper,” he chortled. She just continued to give him an approving smile.  

“Good morning,” Cal heard a cheerful voice behind him. It was Jennifer, of course. She was up and had taken her bath, her blonde hair was still damp. She was wearing a robe and Cal could only imagine what she had on under it. Nothing, he guessed. Yep, he had been right last night when he told her. She had a nice figure. Looking at her now in that robe was certainly proof of that. 

Then they heard the judge scuffling down the hallway. He was up, but that was about all. He was still in his robe and he obviously hadn’t bathed yet, with that wispy white hair on his head standing wildly askew. Jennifer licked her fingers and tried her best to smooth it into place as he took a seat beside her at the table.  

“So, you about ready to do a little law and order today?” the judge asked him.  

“Yes, sir, soon as I get settled in at the boarding house. I plan to tour some of the city, too, and get more familiar with my new surroundings,” he assured him.  

“Well, good. I might just follow you over there, if you don’t mind, that is. I know quite a few people in town. Maybe I can help with some introductions.” 

“Of course. I’d be happy to have you come along.”  

Then Jennifer stuck out her lip and pouted jokingly. “What about me? I just get tossed aside?”  

“No, you can join us for lunch and give Maria a break today. We’ll meet you at the Good Eats Café about noon, I’d say,” the judge told her. Her face broke out into an engaging smile at hearing the invitation. “Where’s that tin star?” the judge asked, pointing at Cal’s chest. “Thought you’d have that pinned on already.”  

“It’s in my room, sir. I thought I’d pin it on before we head out today.” 

“Oh, and one more thing. I’ve been meaning to tell you, son, we can drop the formality and you can just call me Len from here on out. The ‘judge’ title was fitting in days gone by, but no longer.”  

“Well, then ‘Len’ it shall be. And with that, perhaps I’ll call Jennifer ‘Jen,’” Cal said. That raised Jennifer and her father’s eyebrows with that remark.  

“Her mother always called her Jen when she was still alive. I, myself, have always called her Jennifer. However, I’ll leave that up to her. Whatever she prefers you to call her.” the judge turned and walked into his study. 
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